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Author's Notes: 
| can\'t even do a simple critical thinking exercise for an English class without a fic popping out. Jeezly. 


It\'s been edited now, to clarify some of the more convoluted conversations. Mm, alliteration 


"l'm booococ00000000000red." 


"Hm. I'll have to entertain you, then, won't |?" Tico leaned in to kiss David, but hit Richie's hand that had been 
thrust in between. 


"No. You two kiss, you'll start making out. Then you'll fuck, and we don't need to see it. Or hear it. Or be aware 
of it happening at all." 


David pouted and leaned back, slouching a bit to rest his feet on the seat across the aisle. "Fine, then. You 
entertain me. And if you start with the funy voices I'll stab you in the throat." 


"Stab him in the throat and l'm cutting off your fingers, Dave." Jon looked up from his notepad, smirking when 
David's pout intensified. 


"I'm boooooooooo0000000r ed." 

"You said that already, babe." 

‘lm gonna keep saying it ‘til someone makes me not bored anymore." 

Richie yanked Jon's notepad out of his hand with an exaggerated sigh. "Fine." 

"Hey, | need that.” 

"We need Dave to shut up more than we need you to write something else right now. Got more pens?" 
David perked up. "Ooh, a game? | like games." 

Jon reached into his bag. "How many you need?" 

"One for each of us." 


Pens were distributed, three sets of eyes watching Richie as he scribbled something, turned the page, and kept 
writing. After a minute he ripped three sheets off the notepad, handing them out. 


"Okay, so here's the thing. We've just learned Earth is gonna be destroyed somehow. We don't know exactly 
how, just that it is. And we have the power to decide who gets to stay in this all-purpose shelter that'll 
withstand anything. But its only got room and supplies for ten people. We have to decide who gets to go in the 


shelter from the lists | gave you." 


"Rich, this list looks like its only ten people,” Jon said, David immediately starting to count to make sure his list 
had enough. 


"Eleven, actually. There's supposed to be fifteen but | can't remember them all. So you're saving all but one.” 


The four of them set to work, chewing on pen caps as they thought, circling names as they decided the fate 
of the world. Richie went through his own list, waiting for the others to set down their pens. 


“Alright. So now we talk about who we saved, until we decide who gets the boot. | saved the hooker." 


Jon raised his eyebrows. "Why the Hell would you save the hooker? You might like your women diseased and 


overly used, but | sure as Hell dont." 


"I had the hooker, too, " Tico spoke up, just as Richie was about to say something very nasty to Jon that 


would have started a fight. 
"You don't need a hooker, you have me." 


"Nah, not for sex. She'll do what she has to do to survive. Won't be too high to eat something that doesn't 
taste great, she gets that being alive is more important than being comfy. 


"| just had her for the sex. Tico's answer is better, though” 
Jon crossed his arms. "I still think she should get the boot! 
"Okay, we'll come back to that one. 

"| saved the pregnant woman. Anyone else?" 

"| didnt" 


"Teek, that's awful." David sat up a little, putting a couple inches between himself and Tico, turning to look at 


him with eyebrows raised. 


"IFs realistic. Everyone else contributes something. She'll need more food than everyone else, but she won't be 
able to do as much work. And we don't even know if there's a way to get more food, so what do they do when 
the baby's born? Not to mention that'll be one Hell of a bad birth, in a little crowded shelter with God knows 


how few supplies." 


"| can't believe you'd keep a pregnant woman outside to die. Of course there'd be more food, that's what the 


farmer's for." 


"We don't know what the surface of the planet's like, though," Jon interjected. "Might not be okay for farming, 
Something that's gonna wipe everyone out isn't gonna be too kind to the planet itself” 


"It might be a plague, though, so everything but people would be okay." David settled back against the seat, still 
eyeing Tico a little warily. 


"We'll come back to this one, too. Did anyone not save the farmer?" 

Three heads shook, Richie wrote "Farmer" at the top of a new sheet of paper. 
“Alright, | saved the politician" 

"No way, Jon. What the Hell do we need a politician for?" 


"Maintain order, Rich. New society's gonna spring from these people, we need someone who can be in charge." 


"The cop'll keep order, if it's needed. Assuming this is a career politician, all he's got going for him is knowledge 
of law, public speaking skills, and a healthy willingness to sit back and be treated better than anyore else." 


"You're assuming the worst." 

"You assumed the worst about my hooker." 

Jon sighed. "You can keep the hooker if | can keep the politician" 

"Alright, that works." Richie added "Hooker" and "Politician" to the list. 

"Hey, nice job asking us first" 

Jon raised his eyebrows at David. "You coulda spoken up." 

"Well | just assumed since this is a group thing, you woulda given everyone a chance to speak up." 
Richie sighed. "David, do you want me to take either one off the list?" 

"No, | saved ‘em both. But you could have asked me first And you still haven't asked Tico." 
"Tico, you okay with this list so far?" Tico shrugged and nodded, rubbing David's shoulder. 
"You can't blame me and Rich for the two of you not saying anything, Dave." 

‘It wouldn't have been so hard to ask us for our input before you decided, that's all." 

Tico cleared his throat. "Uh, moving on, | saved the soldier and the athlete." 

"You saved a random athlete and left the pregnant woman?" David sat up again 


"Because the athlete's strong, he can work Same for the soldier. This is ten people who need to keep humanity 


going, someone who can't contribute as much as they take away is a bad idea" 

"The pregnant woman would be contributing a new member of society.” 

"And for a long, long time, that new member wouldn't be able to contribute anything All it'd do is eat and shit. 
Time would have to be diverted from reconstructing society to take care of it. If they know what they're 
doing, they'll keep credit equal to the amount of work done, and the baby would starve." 


"That's not smart, that's cruel" He crossed his arms when he sat back, furrowing his brow for a second when 


Tico scooted close to him again. 


‘Its fair. You should get at the same level you give. Someone breaks their fucking back every day, they should 
get more than someone who looks pretty but works half as hard” 


Richie scowled at Tico. "No two people have the same definition of what work is important, though. Some people 


think it's better to contribute a lot of different things than just do one thing." 

"Lot of different things like posing for professional photographers, mugging for paparazzi, and smiling pretty 
for the cameras? l'm surprised photographer isn't on the list, so you can have someone to keep your fucking 
face out there for not doing any fucking work" 

"Yeah that's what | meant. And by one thing | meant hitting shit with sticks like any fucking caveman could do, 
expecting to get the same amount of credit as someone who plays a more complicated instrument and writes 


and has more of a place as far as publicity is concerned” 


Tico growled and started to rise, David holding him down. Silence settled as Richie and Tico stared at each 
other. 


Jon cleared his throat. "I had the soldier and the athlete, too. Dave?" 

"Yeah, | did. So | think they can go on the list, right Rich?" 

"Yeah, fine. Whatever." Richie tore his eyes from Tico's, and added "Athlete" and "Soldier". "Can | add the cop?" 
"I've got him. Teek?" 

"Yeah, cop's fine." Tico was growling, tense, still glaring at Richie. David reached over and rubbed his back, 
trying to calm him down. With a heavy sigh he flopped back in the seat, apologizing when David yelped and tried 


to yank his trapped hand away. 


"Next one on my ‘saved! list is Doctor. Any of you fucks wanna give me a reason we shouldn't have one of 
those?" 


"I can think of plenty, Jon 

"David, you were gonna be a doctor, and you're telling me one wouldn't do any good?" 

"| didn't say he wouldn't do any good. And | saved the doctor. Just, there are reasons. We don't know what kind 
of doctor he is. A podiatrist isn't gonna do us any good. An obstetrician would work if we saved the pregnant 


woman, but a proctologist wouldn't be much help.” 


"I bet you and Teek wouldn't complain" 


David grinned. "He'd be fun, but not useful. You just assumed doctor meant good, and hooker meant bad" 
"So do | put him on the list or not?" Richie held the pen ready over the paper. 

"No, put him on. | saved him, | just - you're being too judgmental” 

"Thank you, Dr. Phil’ 


Richie spoke just a bit too loudly, sensing an argument in the air. "Speaking of, did everyone save the 
psychologist?" 


"| did" 
"I knew you would, Dave." 


"Urn. Why?" 


"You're so goddamned sensitive. You'd need someone there to talk about your fucking hurt feelings every time 


anyone did anything you might take as an insult.” 
"That's not true!" 


"You don't really want someone who'll help you, you want someone who'll pet you and agree with you that I'm a 


big meanie and l'm to blame for all your problems. You know, just in case Teek isn't enough for you anymore." 
"Fuck you," Tico growled. 
"That's not why I'm with Tico, and you know it. And if | hate you so much why am | here right now?" 


‘Guys, now might be a good time to remind you that we're not gonna be in this shelter, so David couldn't want 


the psychologist for himself." 


Richie, despite making perfect sense, went ignored. "Because you're scared, David. You've always been scared to 
do things on your own. You could've been a frontman, could've had your own career, but it scared you. As mad 
as you get at me, I'm your safety net. So | don't get why you insist on blaming every single fucking problem on 


me. 


David's jaw just about hit the floor. Tico and Richie looked at the two of them, then kept their eyes aimed at 
the suddenly very interesting stains on the seats, shifting uncomfortably in the thick silence that followed. 


"l, uh - psychologist goes on the list, then?" Richie glanced up at Tico, looking for some help breaking the 


tension. 


"Yeah, put him down. Who's left?" 
"Uh," Richie glanced at his list, checking it against the final one. "College student." 


"See," Tico sat up, "now that one doesn't make any fucking sense. Student of what? And we don't know if it's 


male or female, or how long they've been in college, or anything. Why is that even on the list?" 
David and Jon spoke at once. "Youth." 


"All these people are either assumedly old, or they have some measure of life experience - 


" - And all the prejudices and shit that go with it. As much as college students think they know everything, 


they're way more naive than anyone else on the list" 
If we want the new society to be better than the old one, its gotta start with at least one person who 
doesn't carry a lifetime of experience in the old one. When everyore else is upset ‘cause things aren't the 


same, they'll be kind of a voice of reason" 


Tico looked back and forth at the two who just minutes ago had been almost at each other's throats. "Can't 
argue with that. Rich?" 


Richie added "College Student" to the list. 

"Okay, so the last two are pregnant woman and - " 

"Put her on the list." 

Sane 

"Yeah - David's right, even if she cant work as hard, it really isn't fair to kick someone that vulnerable out" 
"And when her kid gets older, itll be like we got two for the price of one as far as working." 

Tico nodded at Richie. "Exactly. So she can go on the list" 

"Aww, he's just a big ol' softie." David grinned and snuggled against Tico. 

"Okay, Rich, read back the list before David decides he doesn't like it when Tico's soft" 


"Right. Okay, we've saved the farmer, hooker, politician, athlete, soldier, policeman, doctor, psychologist, college 
student, and pregnant woman. Sounds good to me." 


"Neato. So who's the guy we decided wasn't any good to society?" 


Richie grinned as he read over his list. 


"The musician. We didn't save the musician" 


